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intelligence, he found the success, which he believed could
never be attained by the rational conduct of an enlightened
people.

Out of the cabinet the change of his manner might,
perplex the superficial. The moment that he entered society
his thoughtful face would break into a fascinating smile,
and he listened with interest to the tales of levity, and
joined with readiness in each frivolous pursuit. He was
sumptuous in his habits, and was said to be even voluptuous.
Perhaps he affected gallantry, because he was deeply im-
pressed with the influence of women both upon public and
upon private opinion. With them he was a universal
favourite; and as you beheld him assenting with convic-
tion to their gay or serious nonsense, and gracefully waving
Ms handkerchief in his delicate and jewelled hand, you
might have supposed him for a moment a consummate lord
chamberlain; but only for a moment, for had you caught
his eye, you would have withdrawn your gaze with pre-
cipitation, and perhaps with awe. For the rest, he spoke
all languages, never lost his self-possession, and never, in
my recollection, had displayed a spark of strong feeling.

I loved my father deeply, but my love was mixed with
more than reverence; it was blended with fear. He was
the only person before whom I ever quailed. To me he
had been universally kind. I could not recall, in the whole
period of my existence, a single harsh word directed to
myself that had ever escaped him. Whenever he saw me
he smiled and nodded; and sometimes, in early days, when
I requested an embrace, he had pressed my lips. As I
grew in years everything was arranged that could conduce
to my happiness. Whatever I desired was granted; what-
ever wish I expressed was gratified. Yet with all this, by
some means or other which I could not comprehend, the
intercourse between my father and myself seemed never to
advance. I was still to him as much an infant as if I were
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